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*Well, as I see it,* remarked the stranger, *only the
Communists have everything.'

'Right, right, you are!* burst out the little man.
"They have everything, everything. Well said, well said,
brother !'

'And why shouldn't they ?' queried another man who
had all the time been merely smoking a pipe and listening
to the conversation. Zakhar was his name. 'They are
our rulers, aren't they? Well, rulers always do have
everything. Think of the Czar and the landlords and
the generals in the old days. They did not lack anything,
did they ? Indeed not, for they were our rulers.'

No one disputed the statement. The logic of it seemed
self-evident to everybody.

*That is the truth you are telling, Zakhar,' agreed
Demyan with enthusiasm. 'Rulers don't deny them-
selves anything, whoever they be, monarchists or
Communists. Akh, if only the Lord had created us
rulers !*

'Ah, nonsense you are talking about,' challenged the
little man. 'The Lord creates us only muzhiks. He
always has, and He always will. Muzhiks, fit only for toil
and privation. . . . That's our lot, brothers. Yes,
brothers, toil, pain, sorrow, plenty of all that we get.
. . . Cursed muzhiks !'

Then a man rose, a tall man with a swarthy face
and a squint in his fat-lidded eyes. He was a blacksmith in
a neighbouring village.

'Now, brothers,' he declared in a solemn voice, *I
don't quite agree with you. ' I believe in the truth, and
the truth is that the Communists are not any better off
than the rest of us, and, I think, I know. I see them all.
Communists and non-partisans and muzhiks, everybody*
I see and hear them quite often.'

The little man *burst into an uproarious laugh.

'Man, what are you talking about !* he protested
vehemently, and he roared with mockery, which only
spurred the blacksmith to exclaim:

'Quit your mockery 1*